Americans live in a fantasy about military and WAR! Their myopic, narrow idealism is archaic 
to before the 19" century! The Neo-war age is now psychological and biological warfare. Of mind 
and microbe. Evidenced today by Covid; Americans move as blood spooked herds fearful of an 
invisible, undetectable danger lurking everywhere! A virus, against which they wear useless anti— 
microbial masks in self-defense, obsessed by sanitation, evading each other, and worse! If the Homo 
Sapiens race does not evolve out of the current anal-retentive, evolutionary stage of We-Are-Right and 
promptly, it will self-extinct the taxon back to 1 million BC for another try at re-evolving, again, taking 
all of its born and unborn children, grand and great grand kids with it. Want proof? The US ‘Native 
American’ and Nazi Germany ‘Jewish’ Holocausts and final solutions reset the clock on humanity 


50,000 years into the past! Aforewritten atrocities are clear evidence of what the human animal is 


capable of doing to its kind; Hiroshima and Nagasaki atomic bombing of civilian cities — innocent 


men, women and babies, clearly shows what is at stake for humanity: self-extinction in Toto. 





Insanity Planet = 
All around me — unfamiliar faces — Worn out places, Empty spaces - 
I don’t see them, I can’t see them — dust-ghosts turning circles in time - 
Hide my head I want to drown in sorrow, No today — No tomorrow - 
My tears are filling up the glass — dead faces, dead expressions - 
Children crying for their day to feel good — No more Birthdays, no more birthdays - 
Went to therapy, I was very nervous — No one knew me — No one knew me! 
Made to feel how every slave must — Sit and listen, Be still, Obey — Listen! 
Hello, doctor, tell me what is my cure? Look right through me — See straight through me! 


I find this hard to tell — because I find you hard to take — as a dust-ghost spinning circles — on a 
very, very, Ugly World, Evil World, Insane World, Cruel World... 


I find it very funny but also very sad — The dreams in which I’m dead are the best I ever have. 


I’m trapped in a world between insects, and Angels — a resident of nowhere, a resident of 
no-place. 


Leaving here is all I ask of Heaven, and all I desire of Hell. 
I don't want to live no more, live no more — 


I don't want to stay — what is the point of life — miserably fading—away — away - away - away - away... 


Any questions? 


